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Decius.  Here  lies  the  east : doth  not  the  day  break  here? 
Casca.  N o. 

Cinna.  O pardon,  sir,  it  doth  ; and  yon  grey  lines 
That  fret  the  clouds  are  messengers  of  day. 

Casca.  You  shall  confess  that  you  are  both  deceived — 
Here,  as  I point  my  sword,  the  sun  arises. 

Brutus'  Orchard. 
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DeMcation 


What  did  you  do  in  the  Great  War,  Daddie? 

I hunted  the  wily  Hun  ; 

And  I shot  my  man  and  I got  my  man, 

And — there  you  are,  my  son  ! 

What  did  you  do  in  the  Great  War,  Sonnie  ? 

Mother,  I learnt  to  rue  ; 

And  I hold  as  truth  what  I told  as  truth — 
Old  England  is  simply  You. 

What  did  you  do  in  the  Great  War,  Honey  ? 

I counted  the  days  to  Home ; 

And  I loved  my  gal  and  I proved  my  pal, 

But  groused  for  Peace  to  come. 

What  did  you  do  in  the  Great  War,  Laddie — 
The  War  that  can  never  end  ? 

I drew  my  rations  and  slew  my  passions — 
And  that’s  about  all,  my  friend  ! 


ttbe  ©evil's  Own. 
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EXPEDITIONARY 

Comrades  were  they  in  affliction , proven  and  trusted  and 
tried  ; 

Thus  they  could  act  with  conviction , whether  they  lived  or 
they  died : 

All  of  them  heirs  of  the  ages — knights  of  the  shires , no  less — 

Fighting , not  asking  for  wages  ; offering  Death  a caress  ! 

Tongue-tied , self-conscious  and  frigid • — such  was  their  out- 
ward display  ; 

W ell-mannered,  code-worn  and  rigid — that , their  triple- 
ringed  stay : 

Any  unbending , delusion  ; airs  and  the  graces  came  hard . 

So  by  no  sort  of  collusion  detailed  am  I as  their  bard. 

Only  as  much-bedubbed  dribbler , nourished  on  aniline  ink , 

ZWe  / scorn  0/  Scribbler , setting  down  what  I may 
think  ; 

Camouflaged  badly , told  me — owe  who  had  sworn  by  the 

Sword.  ... 

Shade  of  the  Press-gang , enfold  me  ; Spirit  of  Mischief 
adored ! 

Felixstowe . 
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OLD  WIFE  WAR 


A withered  dame  is  Old  Wife  War, 

Whose  joy  is  a Joy  in  Death  ; 

With  fiery  broom  she  sweeps  afar, 

But  bitter  blows  her  breath. 

Her  bonnet  is  dight  with  eagle's  feather, 

Her  gown  is  sable  quite  ; 

Her  sole  cronies  are  the  winter's  weather 
And  its  foster-nursling  Night. 

Her  nose  it  is  hooked  like  scimitar, 

Her  chaps  they  are  cracked  to  the  bone  ; 

She  bends  the  knee  to  a crimson  Star, 

And  for  heart  she  wears  a stone. 

And  though  she  battens  on  fresh-spilled  blood 
She  is  haggard,  and  laggard  of  foot ; 

Her  lily-liver  is  sluggish  as  mud, 

And  her  fingers  are  avid  of  loot. 

Yet  the  more  she  gets  the  greedier  she — 

Oh,  her  untrimmed  talons  are  long ! 

Her  carrion-croak  is  a voice  to  flee, 

And  she  only  hath  one  song — 

And  that  is  the  Hymn  to  Hate  and  Fear, 

Twin  devils  of  her  surcease  : 

She's  as  young  in  knowledge  as  yester-year 
And  as  old  as  the  centuries. 


8 


OLD  WIFE  WAR 


9 


For  she  lost  her  faith  when  Adam  fell 
To  Eve's  forbidden  fruit — 

Yea,  the  Apple  of  Discord  tasted  well, 

And  she  saw  that  its  seeds  took  root. 

So  first  it  was  fighting  with  bared  hand, 

And  next  with  iron  keen  ; 

But  now  she  can  addle  best  brains  in  a land 
She  dotes  on  the  deft  machine. 

Lo  ! a twist  of  the  handle,  and  scythed  the  field — 
She  packs  up,  and  so  away  . 

Her  cunning  is  such  she  seemeth  to  yield, 

The  sharper  to  shoot  next  day. 

She  shies  her  shells  from  hidden  horde, 

She  drops  new  dread  from  above. 

But  the  Honour  of  Warfare  went  with  the  Sword, 
And  Mastery  is  Love. 

At  flame  that  blisters,  at  fumes  that  choke, 

Right  jovial  is  her  glee. 

But  Beautiful  Youth  still  shoulders  the  yoke 
Of  a doom  it  cannot  see. 

And  as  the  tattered  battalions  rock 
In  the  clash  of  a last  attack, 

Be  sure  Old  Wife  is  there  to  mock 
And  stretch  poor  Flesh  on  her  rack. 

But  the  Spirit  works  for  another  Old  Wife — 

Sister  and  Spouse  and  Mother  : 

For  these  a Man  lays  down  his  life, 

And  would  not  have  it  other. 
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O weary  Old  Wife  of  Strife  and  Lust, 

He  knows  you  are  sick  of  soul 
And  all  your  plunderings  but  as  dust 
Beside  a widow's  dole — 

For  she  hath  offered,  nay  given,  her  best, 

With  nothing  into  her  palm  : 

“ And  babes  unborn  should  call  me  blest  ” — 
Magnificat , her  psalm. 

O sweet  Old  Wife  of  innocent  days, 

You  rule  a world  from  the  cot, 

And  about  your  brows  are  bound  such  bays 
As  yon  Old  Wife  hath  not. 

Then  back  to  your  warm  hearthstone,  Old  Wife, 
And  dry  those  tear-bright  eyes — 

You  have  lifted  the  heaviest  Cross  in  Life, 

With  its  Crown  of  Sacrifice. 

And  the  Peace  to  come  is  yours  already, 

Though  its  dawn  steals  over  the  hill 
To  halo  the  head  of  the  great  unready — 
Accepting  for  deed  the  will. 

No  need,  Old  Wife,  to  ride  the  sky 
On  shrieking  winds  of  wrath — 

Content  be  you,  as  time  slips  by, 

To  tread  a lowlier  path 

Of  waiting  and  watching,  of  trust  and  of  prayer, 
Till  the  appointed  hour  be  run — 

Till  an  ancient  hag  is  dragged  from  her  lair, 

And  her  grave  is  digged  in  the  sun. 


The  Menin  Road. 


IN  BRIEF 


( Without  Glossary) 

1 

C.L.B., 

Much  to  thank  ; 
Service  free — 
Captain's  rank. 

2 

V.T.C., 

Civi'  dress  ; 
Doctors  three — 
i,  G.S. 

3 

Derbyite — 

“ Two-and-nine  : 
Oath  recite  ; 

Toe  the  line  ! ” 

4 

O.T.C., 

Khaki-kit ; 
Atkins,  T. 

Passed  as  fit. 

5 

O.C.B., 

White  hatband  ; 
Glad-ragged  he — 
Up  ! right  hand. 
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6 

Unit  next — 
Draft-leave  granted  ; 
Questions  vexed, 
Answers  wanted. 

7 

I.B.D., 

Shrapnel  hat — 
Good-by-e ! . . . 

Well,  that's  that. 


Calais, 


FAIRY  KNOW-A-BIT 


(shaded  and  watered) 

How  shall  I find  the  Umteenth  Foot  ? 

Ready  to  welcome  a new  recruit. 

What  will  my  messmates  think  and  say  ? 
Here's  another  to  clothe  and  pay  ! 

How  will  the  O.R.1  take  to  a stranger  ? 
Precisely  as  i O.2  takes  to  a danger. 

Which  is  the  safest  place  to  be  ? 

That  which  your  orders  let  you  see. 

But  what  if  my  nerve  gives,  and  I run  ? 

It  won't,  because  others  enjoy  the  fun. 

And  how  define  legitimate  risk  ? 

In  the  light  of  your  own  identity-disc. 

Where  do  I stop  3 in  the  far  front-line  ? 

In  a hole  in  the  shake  4 to  suit  you  fine  ! 

What  do  I get  for  my  daily  bread  ? 

Biscuits  and  bully — a news-sheet  spread. 

How  about  plate  and  knife  and  fork  ? 
Enamel- ware  and  finger- work. 

Other  ranks.  2 One  officer.  3 Stay  = live.  4 Mud. 
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I'd  like  to  keep  clean  : suppose  I can't  ? 

Oh,  food  and  sleep  are  what  you  want. 

I get  back  famished  and  wet  to  the  skin  ? 

A tot  of  rum  will  tuck  you  in. 

And  as  to  those  private  rites,  I hear.  . . . 

A thunder-box  is  the  healthiest  gear. 

And  if  I catch  the  pestilent  louse  ? 

Which  you  certainly  will ; no  need  to  grouse. 

What  of  my  peace-time  beauty-sleep  ? 
There's  no  such  thing — your  looks  will  keep. 

What  if  I do  not  wake  in  time  ? 

Answer,  easy.  That's  a crime. 

Then  as  to  Language — shall  I swear  ? 
Adjectives,  two,  are  useful  fare. 

Oh,  if  I chance  to  meet  a shell  ? 

So  long  as  you  hear  it,  all  is  well. 

And  if  the  bullet  whizzes  by  ? 

Duck  your  head,  or  doggo  lie. 

But  when  it  comes  to  Over  the  Top  ? 

Then  over  you  go,  and  don't  you  stop. 

And  when  I find  mine  enemy  ? 

It's  he  or  you,  or  you  or  he  ! 

Shall  I be  able  to  learn  the  work  ? 

You  carry  on,  and  never  shirk. 


FAIRY  KNOW-A-BIT 
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I feel  in  my  bones  I’m  sure  to  fail ! 

One  and  a million  tell  that  tale. 

Ah,  if  I were  the  millionth  man  ! 

V.C.,  most  likely.  Do  what  you  can. 

Then  it  isn't  so  bad  as  people  think  ? 

Worse  by  a long  chalk  ! . . . Have  a drink. 

Shall  I be  sent,  do  you  know,  out  of  France  ? 
Can't  tell  you  that.  Just  take  your  chance. 

But  can  one  all  those  horrors  stand  ? 

Yes — and  the  splendours  understand. 

And  if  I'm  hit  who'll  look  to  me  ? 

Depends  what  fate  is  good  to  ye. 

And  should  I fall,  as  fall  I can  ? 

Then  fall,  please  God,  as  falls  a man  ! 

But  should  that  be,  you'll  let  Her  know  ? 
(The  stuff  to  gi'e  'em  !)  Even  so. 

And  one  word  more  to  you , my  son  : 

The  job’ s to  do , so  get  it  done. 


Kitchener  Camp. 


A SQUIRREL  CAGE 


Dawn  in  the  trenches  : it's  not  quite  so  lonely  now— 
Fritz's  lines  have  come  to  view,  and  all's  serene. 

Off,  you  ! the  fire-step — single  sentries  only  now  ; 
Unfix  that  bayonet,  and  get  your  rifle  clean. 


Morning  in  the  trenches  : the  pioneers  a-scrounging 
round — 

Bombs  and  flares  in  boxes  ; all  S.A.A.,  true. 

Look  ! there's  a match-stalk,  and  Sergeant  he's  a- 
lounging  round — 

C.O.'s  come  a-visiting,  the  Brigadier  too. 


Noon  in  the  trenches  : and  buttercups  a-blooming 
there — 

Hear  the  heavy  humming  of  that  fat  bumble-bee  ? 
Out,  get  out  your  writing-pads  ! What's  the  use  o' 
glooming  there  ? 

Ha'n't  you  got  a green-'un,  then  ? Here's  a field  p.c. 


Night-time  in  the  trenches : our  Emma-Gees  a-tuning 
up— 

Listen  to  their  gay  little  rum-titty-tum  ! 

Quick  ! pick  and  shovel — we'll  do  a job  o'  pruning  up  ; 
Ration-party's  detailed,  and  it's  Way  for  the  rum  ! 
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A SQUIRREL  CAGE  17 

Dreams  in  the  trenches  : with  Blue  Lights  1 a-shining 
out — 

Answer  'em,  O answer  'em,  B.H.Q.  ! . . . 

Peace  isn't  yet,  silly,  so  there's  no  sense  a-whining  out. 
Can't  you  hear  the  word  passed  ? It's  All  stand-to  ! 


Oppy  Sector. 

1 It  is  Tommy’s  fixed  belief  that  Peace  will  be  announced  by  the 
firing  of  a blue  flare  from  the  German  lines,  and  he  never  mounts  the 
firestep  at  night  without  looking  for  this.  Blue,  with  its  mystical 
significance  of  hope  and  confidence,  is  apparently  the  only  colour 
lacking  from  the  devilish  displays  on  the  three  fronts. 
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OLD  MOLE 


(“  R.E.  FATIGUE  ”) 

In  the  Never,  Never  Land 
Old  Mole  works  on  every  hand — 
Delving  here  and  shelving  there, 
And  nobody  must  know  ! 

Very  lights  with  weary  smile 
Seek  him  out  in  bitter  guile, 
Trying  here  and  prying  there— 
Where,  nobody  must  know. 

Deep  within  a cable-way 
Dig — we — in  the  coming  day, 
Taping  here  and  shaping  there, 
Still  nobody  must  know. 

Fritz  perhaps  has  seen  us  lurk — 
Pitches  shell  to  make  us  shirk  ; 
Filling  here  and  spilling  there, 
Though  nobody  must  know. 

Bombs  no  doubt  hang  overhead — 
Safer  far  to  be  in  bed  ! — 

Leaping  here  and  heaping  there, 
But  nobody  must  know. 

Crept  we  hither  in  the  dark, 

Not  to  be  too  easy  mark — 

Stealing  here  and  feeling  there, 
For  nobody  must  know. 


OLD  MOLE 
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Midnight  ought  to  see  us  through, 
Though  we're  really  out  till  two — 
Tasting  here  and  wasting  there, 

So  nobody  must  know. 

It'll  then  be  getting  light — 

When  we've  finished  for  the  night 
Scratching  here  and  fratching  there, 
While  nobody  must  know. 

Tired  out  we'll  scramble  home, 

Looking  for  more  sh to  come 

Screeching  here  and  breaching  there, 
Yet  nobody  must  know. 

Once  I thought  myself  a man, 

Long  before  this  War  began — 

Talking  here  and  walking  there. 

Hist  ! nobody  must  know. 

Now  I feel  a mere  machine, 

Built  to  keep  a shovel  clean — 

Toiling  here  and  moiling  there  : 

Wliat  nobody  must  know. 

Were  it  for  myself,  I'd  kick — 

Land  in  Guard  Room  pretty  quick, 
Paying  here  and  staying  there  : 

Oh,  nobody  must  know  ! 

But  there'll  come  a day  when  we 
Straight  before  us  Fritz'll  see 

Running  here  and  running  there.  . . . 
Then  Somebody  will  know  ! 


Fresnoy . 


CAMOUFLAGE 


One  summer  with  its  flowers  will  cover  most  of  the  ruin  man  can 
make.  — The  Old  Front  Line. 

Said  the  Bee  to  the  Buttercup  : 

“ What  have  we  here  ! 

Can  I find  in  a parapet 
Sweet  o'  the  year  ? '' 

(With  traverse  and  firebay, 

Horror  and  stench, 

There's  little  to  beautify 
Firing-line  trench  !) 

And  the  Buttercup  answered  : 

“ Let  me  explain — 

I am  Nature's  kind  camouflage  ; 

Here  lie  the  slain 

So  the  busy  proboscis  then 
Sucked  up  the  draught, 

With  intuitive  thoroughness 
Perfect  in  craft. 

Quoth  the  Bee  to  the  Buttercup  : 

“ Never  I sipped 

Any  nectar  so  exquisite  ! " 

Once  more  he  dipped. 
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(Just  think  of  a dirty  ditch 
Reeking,  aflame  ; 

In  sorry  discomforts  rich — 
Sepulchred  shame  !) 

And  the  blossoming  aureole 
Drooped  to  the  breeze  : 

“ Let  us  call  this  God's  Acreage.  . . . 
Scoff,  an  you  please  ! '' 

But  the  Bee  recollected  well 
Past  days  of  gloom, 

When  armies  in  misty  lights 
Clashed  to  their  doom. 

Soon  he  quitted  his  foraging, 

Great  though  his  gain  ; 

As  a blind  shell  came  blundering.  . . . 
Red  spread  the  stain. 

(When  boyau  and  alleyway 
Bloom  forth  anew 

'Twill  be  glory  of  duty  done 
Laid  bare  to  view  !) 

For  the  Bee  and  the  Buttercup 
Make  the  case  clear, 

That  Man  may  not  camouflage 
Sweet  o'  the  year. 


The  Red  Line , Arras . 


ROADSIDE  REVIEWS 


There  is  glory  in  the  gold  oak-leaves 
When  a G.O.C.'s  a-wearing  'em, 

There  is  wonder  in  the  broad-ringed  sleeves 
When  a jingling  Staff's  a-sharing  'em ; 

There  is  sparkle  in  the  crown  when  a Captain  gets  his 
own 

And  the  Major's  step  is  nigh : 

But  the  splendour  shown  by  such  is  as  Dutch  to  Double 
Dutch 

When  it  comes  to  the  Super-Eye— 

The  most  degummable  Eye, 

The  quite  benumbable  Eye, 

The  C.O.'s  Orders,  Field  Court  Martial,  London  Gazette - 
able  Eye — 

A button-your-collar-up  Eye, 

A neck-with-a-crick-in-it  Eye — 

Not  a pleasant  March  at  Ease,  but  a Mind  your  Q's  and 
P's; 

Yes,  a Broke  from  the  Services  Eye  ! 

Braye . 
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O.C.  PLATOON 


Who  is  it,  with  single  pip 
(Shoulder-strap  or  sleeve-slip), 
Shaves  or  fondles  upper  lip  ? 
Why,  O.C.  Platoon  ! 

Not  the  youth  he  used  to  be — 
On  the  march  you’ll  often  see 
Generations  two,  or  three, 

Of  O.C.  Platoon. 

Brow  unwrinkled,  temples  grey 
(Sandhurst  clip,  Cadet  cachet) — 
You’d  be  safe  to  point  and  say  : 
" That’s  O.  C.  Platoon  ! ” 

Forty  men  or  so  at  hand 
Come  and  go,  to  his  command — 
Little  king  without  a land 
Is  O.  C.  Platoon. 

First  of  equals  he  indeed, 

Quick  for  such  to  intercede 
And,  if  need  be,  even  bleed, 
Vows  0.  C.  Platoon  ! 

Many  duties  came  his  way 
In  a variegated  day — 

Jerks  or  Baths,  Parade  or  Pay, 
For  O.C.  Platoon. 
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Under  orders  from  the  start, 

Giving  'em  is  less  his  part 

Than  to  see  'em  jumped-to  smart — 

Yes,  O.C.  Platoon  ! 

Thus  he  learns  as  well  as  teaches, 
Here  in  slacks  and  there  in  breeches  ; 
Sometimes,  pace  Padre,  preaches 
As  O.C.  Platoon. 

When  he  comes  into  his  own, 

He  will  never  be  let  down 

Or — be — let — let  himself  down  ; 

No,  O.C.  Platoon  ! 

Though  not  out  for  slick  awards, 

Time  will  bring  its  own  rewards 
In  the  way  a “ Batt."  regards 

Its  O.C.  Platoon. 

/ 

Up  and  down  a squirrel-cage 
(Leaving  out  all  camouflage, 

That  is  how  a War  we  wage 
With  O.C.  Platoon) — 

His  it  is  to  carry  on, 

Singing  small  but  singing  on 
Till  the  Dirty  Job  is  done 
By  O.C.  Platoon  ! 

Postscript 

Mufti  medal,  writ  on  vellum, 

Posts  he  homeward  just  to  tell  'em  . . . 
Status  quo — Ah,  yes — post  bellum , 

Sighs  O.C.  Platoon. 


Beaufort. 


WITH  DRUMS 


{Namur) 

There's  never  no  telling  what  day  it  is 
Here  on  the  Western  Front, 

So  don't  you  believe  all  they  say  it  is 
Unless  we  are  in  for  a stunt — 

For  then  you  must  write  to  your  lady-friend 
Or  perhaps  drop  a whizz-bang  home 
To  tell  'em  to  roll  on  the  Peace  and  an  end 
Of  the  days  when  we  must  roam. 

O Char  1-wp  ! char- up  ! Sunday's  come  again  because 
we're  once — more — on — the — road, 

It's  Left-right  ! by  the  right  ! to  feel  that  every  kilo 
puts  a lump  o'  lead — [drum) — on  to  your  load  ; 

So  Cheer-up  ! cheer-up  ! the  Major's  got  his  map-case 
out  for  fear — we — go — too — far, 

When  About  we  turn  though  insteps  burn,  and  lift  a 
song  to  shift  along  to  the  barn  where  lousy  bil-lets 
are  ! 

What  are  they  doing  in  Blighty  now, 

You  with  the  fancy  watch  ? 

Choked  in  the  guts,  is  it  ? Pity  now. 

Who's  got  an  Issue  match  ? 

1 “Tea  up  !” — i.e.  the  arrival  of  mess  orderlies  with  the  steaming 
dixiS  ( degshis ) at  the  end  of  a day’s  march. 

N.B. — The  refrain  of  this  ditty  fits  the  trio  of  a quickstep  which  has 
halved  “ many  a dusty  mile”  for  British  troops. 

25 


26  SANDBAG  BALLADS 

The  Sawbath  it  is  and  Padre's  stir, 

And  Ration  Tobacco  to-night — 

A Red  Hussar  or  a Trumpeter, 

A Ruby  Queen,  but  a light  ! 

Cover  off ! O cover  off ! once  we  puffed  a cutty-clay 
and  bought — a — pound — of — plug, 

Dressing  there  ! keep  dressing  there  ! it's  stacks  o'  cards 
for  babes  who  send  their  distant-  dear — [drum) — 
daddy  a hug  ; 

Packs  off ! right  o'  the  road  ! all  those  blooming  sign- 
boards mean  is  Step — up — to — the — bar, 

When  About  we  turn,  etc. 

It's  March  to  Attention,  Officer  says- — 

He  carried  my  fire-iron  once 
Before  he  discovered  how  limping  pays 
When  section-leader's  a dunce. 

Here,  button  your  collar  up,  straighten  your  cap — 
Turn  out  the  blinking  guard — 

And  look  to  your  front,  you  gallon  o'  pap.  . . . 
Christ ! I'm  a dollop  o'  lard. 

Now,  Eyes  right  ! eyes  left  ! see  your  slopes  are  pointing 
straight  and  press — hard — on — the — butt, 

And  Eyes  front  ! eyes  front  ! and  hark  to  how  each 
pipsqueak  fancies  he's  a true — [drum) — General 
Knut ; 

So  Left-right  ! by  the  right  ! and  watch  the  blooming 
Staff  a-scorching  by — us — in — their — car, 

When  About  we  turn,  etc. 

There'll  be  a foot-inspection  sure 
The  minute  we've  settled  down, 

But  I spy  Old  Quarter  there  by  the  door 
Of  the  best  Chattoo  in  the  town. 


WITH  DRUMS 
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To-morrow,  to-morrow  we  reach  at  last 
The  land  where  the  windmills  are — 

Where  the  frontier-folk  talk  a sight  too  fast, 

But  know  the  meaning  of  War  ! 

O Char-up  ! char- up  ! Sunday's  here  again  because 
we're  once — more — on — the — road, 

And  Left-right  ! by  the  right  ! to  feel  that  every  kilo 
puts  a lump  o'  lead — (drum) — on  to  your  load  ; 

So  Cheer-up  ! cheer-up  ! the  Major's  shut  his  map-case 
up,  we've  come — a — mile — too — far, 

When  About  we  turn  though  insteps  burn,  and  lift  a 
song  to  shift  along  to  the  barn  where  lousy  bil-lets 
are  ! 


Fletre. 


SONG  OF  THE  S.O.S. 


(To  the  tune  of  Fifteen  Men  on  the  Dead  Man's  Chest,  etc.) 

Three  bright  lights  in  a string  have  flared, 
Float -ing  high  over  No  Man’s  Land  ; 

Magazines  charged  and  bayonets  bared — 
Stand-to  called,  the  fire-step  manned. 

Buzzed  from  gun  to  gun  in  the  rear — 

Rattle  and  roar  on  the  instant’s  stroke  ; 

Fort-y  thou-sand  pounds  seems  dear — 
National  Debt  sent  up  in  smoke  ! 

O-ver-time  in  a listed  shop — 

White-faced  workers  (women  as  well)  ; 

Sweating  on  Sundays,  no  night -stop  : 

So  we  blow  Old  Fritz  to  hell. 

Tor  Top. 
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I have  yet  to  learn  the  glory  and  the  grandeur  of  the 
Guns, 

Though  there's  comfort  in  their  chorus  when  we  Infantry 
attack — 

Yes,  I've  twanged  the  tiny  plectrum, 

As  I borrowed  from  the  spectrum 

And  with  scintillating  signal  sent  the  urgent  message 
back, 

Which  awoke  in  giant  orchestra  a Symphony  of  Guns. 

Sound  and  fury  are  these  voices  of  the  Pow’r  behind  the 
Line 

(But  those  weary  gleams  of  red  and  gold  are  beautiful 
to  see  !) — 

Cough  and  growl  and  bull-like  bellow, 

Comic  grunt  and  all  the  fellow 

Ghoulish  noises  of  the  maddened  swine  that  choked  in 
Galilee ; 

They  shall  never  earn  a jot  of  praise  in  any  song  of  mine  ! 

Oh  ! “ They  need  it  not  " ? So  be  it,  then.  “ They 
silence  empty  talk  ; 

It  is  they  confound  the  theorist  and  dreamer  of  a dream." 
Then  it's  merely  weight  o'  metal 
We  must  use  when  we're  to  settle 

What  is  Right  and  what  is  Wrong,  if  things  are  really  as 
they  seem  ? 

And  for  this  God  gave  us  gardens  with  the  rose  upon  its 
stalk  ! 
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Only  bankruptcy  of  wisdom  and  a moral  sense  bereft 

Would  divert  the  skill  of  ages  into  rifled  tubes  of  steel, 
Tooled  and  tested  to  a fraction, 

Conned  and  tended  to  distraction, 

For  inflicting  on  protesting  Flesh  such  wounds  as  cannot 
heal ; 

Maiming,  marring — shaming,  scarring — till  there's  not 
an  anguish  left. 

Pride  of  Spirit  never  came  to  grief  with  such  a fall  as 
that 

When  the  human  head  and  heart  and  hand  went 
whoring  wide,  alas  ! 

Where  the  brutish  instincts  wallow 
And  the  nobler  part  lies  fallow, 

And  the  Ape  and  Hog  and  Tiger  bow  the  knee  before  the 
Ass 

And  to  Moloch  all  the  sons  of  light  on  belly  cast  them 
flat  ! 

Let  us  look  into  this  question  of  campaigning  by  machine, 

And  enumerate  the  marvels  of  its  scientific  store  : 

We  will  even  turn  to  slang, 

Not  forgetting  whizz  and  bang  ; 

Talking  learnedly  in  decimals  of  calibres  a score, 

So  to  titillate  the  senses  with  the  worst  we've  heard  and 
seen. 

Pluck  a pea  and  snip  a reed-stem — you  have  armed  your 
Fatherland  ; 

Watch  for  vermin  with  a catapult,  then  blow  'em  into 
space ! 

Fur  and  feather — make  'em  fly  ! 

Better  far  to  laugh  than  cry — 
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Thus  the  ancient  Adam  dormant  in  us  wins  an  extra 
grace, 

For  with  childhood's  playful  engines  we  may  love  our 
Motherland. 

Can  your  greatest  How.  obliterate  the  smallest  kind- 
ness done  ? 

Is  that  monstrous  toad-like  shape  a better  melody  to  sing 
Than  a travail  of  the  Spirit 
To  acquire  sufficient  merit 

In  the  teeth  of  Doubt,  Derision  and  Disaster — anything 

That  may  prove  us  Man  to  brother  men  alive  beneath 
the  sun  ? 

Fight  the  Devil  with  a pitchfork,  toss  him  furnacewards 
with  his  ; 

Give  him  choice  of  weapons — poison-gas,  or  steel  and 
searing  flame. 

Hang  him  high  on  tall  yard-arm, 

Do  him  harm  for  any  harm  ; 

But  don't  prate  to  me  of  majesty  and  music  while  the 
shame 

Both  in  Peace  and  War  remains  to  tempt  the  Master 
with  a kiss  ! 

I decline  to  sing  the  grandeur  and  the  glory  of  the  Guns, 

Though  I've  known  a barrage  fall  and  lift,  and  forward 
roll  again  ; 

Sparkling  song  of  lark  ascending, 

Gentle  mirth  of  Christ  descending — 

These  can  drown  to  insignificance  the  wrath  of  wicked 
men, 

And  make  chopsticks  of  the  bravest  tutti  uttered  by 
the  Guns. 


Stirling  Castle. 


STILL  AT  SCHOOL 


There  is  music  in  the  messrooms  and  a four  or  so  of 
bridge, 

And  the  faces  of  the  players  glisten  white  ; 

Vivid  features  of  the  Watcher  shining  high  above  the 
Ridge 

Fill  the  camp  with  staring  day  instead  of  night. 

So  the  singing  and  the  laughter  come  in  snatches  sweet 
and  hearty 

(0  the  pianist  has  put  the  damper  on), 

For  a week's  parades  are  done  with,  hence  a pleasant 
ev'ning  party 

When  the  officer  the  gentleman  may  don. 

Sudden  silence ; then  a distant  boom  : the  Nissen 
structures  shiver, 

And  the  solo  and  the  chorus  are  no  more  : 

Dummy  quickly  leaves  the  table  with  his  nerve-strings 
all  a-quiver, 

To  forsake  the  precious  stove-warmth  for  the  door. 

Through  the  curtains  comes  the  reason  for  the  startling 
visitation — 

It  is  only  “ Death  a-hov'ring  overhead  ” ; 

Signal-lamps  are  swinging  strangely  in  and  out  a con- 
stellation 

With  a flutter  as  of  linnets  flown  to  bed  ! 

See  the  searchlights  streak  the  zenith  with  their  soaring 
chequer-board — 

Think  of  fingers  deftly  probing  for  a wound ! 
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Hear  the  angry  bark  of  Archies,  each  with  iron  rations 
stored — 

Mark  the  wink  and  blink  of  shrapnel  far  around  ! 

There  ! the  dropping  bomb  shows  lurid  where  it  stabs 
the  misty  levels — 

Falling  fuse  and  leaping  pyre  when  it  hits  : 

Nothing  noble,  nothing  splendid — merely  cleverness  of 
devils 

Whom  we  designate  so  friendly-wise  as  “ Fritz  ” ! 

Back  to  music  in  the  messrooms  and  another  hand 
of  bridge, 

But  the  faces  of  the  players  glower  red — 

Livid  features  of  a watcher  done  to  death  below  the 
Ridge 

Make  the  case  as  clear  as  day  though  day  is  fled. 

So  the  singing  and  the  laughter  sound  no  longer  sweet 
and  hearty 

(O  the  pianist  has  stamped  the  damper  off) — 

Modern  warfare  hardly  justifies  a pleasant  evening  party 

When  the  gentleman  the  officer  can  doff. 

Boeschepe  {X  Corps). 
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HIC  JACET 

Ay,  bury  the  dead. 

It's  the  least  we  can  do  for  them 
Someone  will  rue  for  them, 
Living  or  dead. 

Wait  till  it's  dark. 

The  stars  will  be  bright  enough, 
And  signals  give  light  enough 
To  dig  in  the  dark. 

Cut  a deep  hole— 

Room  for  the  four  of  'em. 

If  there  be  more  of  'em, 

Deepen  the  hole. 

Choose  your  own  time. 
Relief  may  be  anywhen, 

So  chances  aren't  many.  Then 
Seize  the  right  time. 

Lift  'em  with  care. 

Up  with  the  shoulders.  So  ! 
Best  for  the  holders  to 
Raise  'em  with  care. 

Lower  'em  slow. 

No  call  for  tear  or  two, 

Or  yet  for  fear  or  two  ; 

Drop  'em  in  slow. 

Will  they  remain  ? 

Shelling  may  heave  'em  out — 
We  will  not  leave  'em  out. 

They  may  remain. 
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Shovel  in  earth. 

That's  all  it's  led  to.  Though 
Sweating  from  head  to  toe, 
Pile  on  the  earth. 

Aught  for  a cross  ? 
Something  to  class  'em  by, 
Lest  dear  ones  pass  'em  by — 
Naught  for  a cross  ? 

Nah-poo , our  wood  ! 

Little  to  find  about ; 

No  good  to  blind  about. 
Feenish , the  wood. 

What  of  a rifle  ? 

Theirs  were  all  blown  to  bits — 
You'd  have  to  moan  to  Fritz 
For  a spare  rifle. 

Here's  a tin-hat. 

No  one  lays  claim  to  it — 
Nothing  of  shame  to  it ; 

Use  this  tin-hat. 

And  a Last  Post  ? 

Jerry  is  strafing  now — 

No,  I'm  not  laughing  now  : 
That's  their  Last  Post. 

Into  the  trench  ! 

Release  is  now  due  at  last — 
Escape  for  a few  at  last 

From  death  in  the  trench. 


Cameron  Covert. 


APOSTROPHE 


1 

Eyes  of  the  Night, 
Diamond-bright , 

What  do  you  see  of  the  wild  work  below  ? 

(Eyes,  these,  that  wink 
Albeit  they  shrink 

From  doting  too  long  on  a friend  or  a foe.) 

— Well,  it's  a fight 
Where  Might  seemeth  Right, 

And  it  gives  us  new  faith  in  a Hell  and  its  woe  ; 
But,  Devil  or  Man, 

Or  only  God's  ban — 

Why  should  the  weak  for  the  strong  suffer  so  ? 

2 

Queen  of  the  Shades, 

Questing  lost  glades, 

What  is  your  view  of  the  worth  of  Race  Pride  ? 
(Crescent  and  clear, 

With  Mars  to  the  rear — 

The  Maid  in  the  Moon  is  too  young  to  decide  !) 
— Ah,  that  we  two 
Were  ever  at  new, 

And  quarters  and  full  they  were  all  done  away  ! 
Here's  Eden's  own  blight, 

Too  sickening  quite ; 

And  a glimpse  is  as  bad  as  a look  in  broad  day. 
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3 

Orb  of  the  Morn, 

Can  you  adorn 

A glory  that  only  true  godhead  achieves  ? 

(Sun  he  is  shrouded, 

Crimsonly  clouded, 

And  lurid  with  anger  at  what  he  perceives.) 

— Oh,  that  my  weather, 

All  tempests  together, 

Might  blot  out  these  rays  from  the  face  of  the  Earth  ! 
Why  should  I warm 
Stark  victims  of  Harm, 

And  show  up  a desert  of  ruin  and  dearth  ? 

4 

Dayspring  on  high, 

Tremblingly  nigh, 

Drop  from  your  zenith  and  bring  us  relief  ! 

(Comfort  at  call — 

Manna  for  all, 

For  mountains  may  move  at  a word  of  belief.) 

— Then  out  on  your  Hate  ! 

Love,  soon  or  late, 

Will  rise  in  her  beauty  from  out  of  the  deeps  : 

Away  with  all  Fear — 

See  ! the  clouds  clear, 

And  I smile  in  the  eyes  of  a world  while  it  weeps  ! 


Sanctuary  Wood. 


II.  SNOW-WATER  SONGS 


BLACK  AND  WHITE 

“ I have  lov'd  the  principle  of  beauty  in  all  things 

Snow-water , green  i’  the  sun , 

Changes  its  hue  to  the  eye — 

Purple  the  quick  eddies  run  : 

What ! a man’s  vision  can  lie  ? 

Reason  must  probe  for  a cause , 

Keen  for  a flaw  to  detect ; 

Ho  ! there’s  your  Table  of  Laws — 
Contrast , both  cause  and  effect . 

Ha  ! then  the  Wonder  is  naught — 
Shade  from  a tunnel  of  brick  : 

Nothing  uncommonly  wrought , 
Nature  too  prone  to  a trick . 

^4  h,  but  the  eye  of  a child 

Thankfully  drinks  in  delight — 

Oh,  let  one  sense  undefiled 

Colour  my  poor  black  and  white  ! 

Ronchi  di  Campanile. 
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Such  pinks  and  greens  you  never  see 
In  English  sunset-glows, 

Still  all  such  glory  means  to  me 
Is  thought  that  homeward  goes — 

To  where  no  doubt  the  sky  is  grey 
And  out  of  sight  the  sun, 

But  where,  however  dark  descends  the  day, 
There's  heartsease  won. 


Here  great  Orion's  jewelled  belt 
He  buckles  to  him  soon, 

And  Ursa  Major's  jewelled  pelt 
Swings  low  beneath  the  moon  ; 

And  I recall  a childish  plight — 

The  Pole  Star  right  o'erhead, 

When  naughty  Pleiads  made  their  first  fireflight, 
And  I in  bed  ! 


Those  peaks  which  beckon  from  afar, 
Gold-crested  in  the  dawn, 

They  simply  build  another  bar 
'Twixt  me  and  where  I'm  drawn  : 

The  shadows  chasing  out  and  in, 
Where  mighty  shoulders  stoop, 
Suggest  no  more  than  Mother's  flour-bin 
And  busy  scoop  ! 
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Tall  campanili  cleave  the  clouds 
And  sing  across  the  snow, 

For  virgin-white  the  lowland  shrouds, 

About,  above,  below  : 

And  yet  I want  the  Northern  murk 
With  all  its  warmth  of  soul — 

These  native  twig-fed  stufe 1 only  irk.  . . . 
Who  said  “ White  Coal  ” ? 2 

I’ve  read  my  Ruskin,  studied  books 
Both  since  and  during  school ; 

I’ve  watched  how  sunny  rock-bound  nooks 
Resist  blue  ocean's  rule  : 

All  human  touch  is  lacking  quite — 

I know  of  no  one  here 
Who  cries  Giorno  ! (though  it's  most  polite) 
Without  a leer. 

No  ! give  me  Home,  where  I would  be — 

Divine  this  discontent — 

Where  candid  friends  are  good  to  me, 

And  kindliness  is  meant. 

A rainbow  after  tempest  seen 
Will  make  all  heaven  bright ; 

The  day  that  spells  a might-have-been 
At  least  brings  night— 

As  night  brings  dreams 

( Of  beauty  fashioned  on  that  ancient  fiction  trite, 
A thing  is  what  it  seems  ! 

Marsango. 

1 Stufe  = stoves. 

2 Electricity  won  from  the  mountain-torrents,  and  conveyed  by  wires 
on  poles  which  are  labelled  Non  toccate , pericolo  di  morte , with  skull 
and  cross-bones. 


THE  SENTRY  AND  THE  SHRINE 


Sentry  at  the  cross-roads  stands  beside  a shrine — 
Statue  of  Madonna  canopied  in  stone  ; 

Just  an  English  youngster  (badges  all  a-shine) — 
Pallid-faced  and  weedy,  thin  and  overgrown. 

Down  the  Roman  roadway  speeds  a roaring  car — 
Headlight  burning  brightly  like  a mighty  eye  ; 

Lo  ! in  holy  grotto  pilgrims  from  afar — 

Tracery  of  branches  spread  athwart  the  sky. 

Sentry  at  the  four-ways  turns  towards  the  shrine — 

“ Oh,  to  be  in  Blighty  ! ” This  is  New  Year's  Night. 

“ All  my  heart  is  with  you  : blessings,  son  o'  mine  ! ” 
Features  graved  in  marble  have  nor  speech  nor  sight. 

'Cross  the  constellations  drones  an  aeroplane, 

Grumbling  rumbling  engines,  working  to  the  town  ; 

Bursting  bombs  will  drop  soon,  dealing  death  or  pain — 
“ Pity  night-time  flying  cannot  bring  'em  down  ! " 

Sentry  at  the  lane-ends  shivers  in  his  shoes — 

Weak  o'  knee,  this  youngster,  rather  apt  to  whine. 

“ Mother  ! Mother  ! " whispered — his  or  Jesu's,  whose  ? 
Swathed  in  misty  star-shine  stays  the  silent  shrine. 

Up  the  Roman  roadway  comes  the  car-load  home — 
Headlight  burning  dimly  through  the  sacred  grot ; 

“ When  a Gotha's  busy,  bomb  his  aerodrome — 

Find  the  guide-flares  quickly,  let  'em  have  it  hot ! " 
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Sentry  at  the  corner  stares  hard  at  the  shrine — 

Placid  face  of  Mary  bonneted  in  blue  ; 

Smiles  she  very  sweetly  : “ Blessings,  son  o'  mine  !— 

In  your  mother's  absence  I will  mother  you." 

Past  the  great  Orion  back  the  Gothas  come — 

Tearing  wearing  engines,  droning  in  their  flight ; 

Ha  ! relief  is  handy.  . . . “ No,  not  any  rum." 

Sergeant's  more  than  friendly.  This  is  New  Year's 
Night. 

Sentry  'tween  his  blankets  dreams  he's  home  once  more  ; 

Sees  his  mother  plainly  smiling  in  his  face — 

Younger,  dark-haired,  comely — in  the  dress  she  wore 
When  her  first-born,  christened,  won  the  Church's 
grace. 

Per  Padova. 


[Note. — This  poem  has  already  appeared  in  The  Treasury  Magazine, 
and  is  reprinted  by  permission. — C.  B.] 


SWORD  OF  D’ARTAGNAN 


Whenever  a troubadour  lays  down  the  guitar  and  takes  up  the  sword 
trouble  is  sure  to  follow.  It  is  not  the  expert  thrust  of  Athos  nor  the 
cold  skill  of  Aramis  nor  the  iron  wrist  of  Porthos  that  we  have  to  fear — 
it  is  the  Gascon’s  fury — the  wild  and  unacademic  attack  of  the  trouba- 
dour— the  Sword  of  D’Artagnan.  — The  Last  of  the  Troubadours. 

How  strange  to  find  the  Musical  Mind  directing  use  of  a 
Road  ! 

Adagio  denotes  Go  slow,  whether  light  or  heavy  your  load. 
So  too  With  fire  means  burning  pyre — and  not  in  a figu- 
rative sense  : 

You  scrounge  your  maize,  then  set  it  ablaze  ; and  all  in 
the  present  tense. 

And  I recall  a marvellous  haul  of  " copy  ” for  my  Book. 
We  were  billeted  at  a Wineshop  that  could  boast  of  an 
Ingle  Nook, 

Where  Soldiery  in  close  ally  repaired  in  monochrome 
Of  Khaki  Kit  or  Field  Green  Fit  to  carol  of  Home,  Sweet 
Home  ! 

There,  bubbling  with  Fun,  one  Son  of  a Gun  he  japed  to 
the  Manner  Born  ; 

Grimaces  struck  of  a Dying  Duck  and  of  Protestants  All 
Forlorn  : 

He  must  have  been  worth  a cushioned  berth  in  that  Ship 
of  State — Retreat — 

Which  calls  for  a Man  to  harass  the  Van  with  a handful  of 
Quite  Dead  Beat. 

Another  I saw  with  a Fighting  Jaw  and  tooth  that  flashed 
like  a fang, 

And  he  was  our  Star — to  the  Gay  Guitar  quaint  ditties  of 
Love  he  sang  ; 
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When,  hearing  Inglese  officers’  “ Please,”  he  leapt  to  a 
passionate  lilt 

Which,  roundly  trolled  with  R’s  that  r-rolled,  enfleshed 
the  Sword  to  the  hilt. 

And  a lesson  I had  from  the  Feckless  Lad  in  many  a 
homely  phrase  : — 

Fudcolare , wide  and  airy,  is  where  the  pentola  sways  ; 

A Stockpot,  this,  to  splutter  and  hiss,  while  hung  from 
catena  (chain) 

Up  camino  where  the  Smoke  Wreaths  go.  ...  Do  I 
paint  the  picture  plain  ? 

So  when  next  day  we  marched  away  to  the  Line  to  sing 
no  more, 

One  lifted  my  Pack  and  cried  Alack  ! at  the  “ mon- 
strous ” weights  we  bore ; 

But  little  they  guessed  that  She  and  the  rest  had  sent  us 
treading  on  air, 

For  now  we  knew  the  Troubadour’s  view — a Burden  is 
Something  to  Share. 

Oh,  the  Spirit  to  Kill  may  wreak  its  will,  and  cause  less 
laughter  than  tears, 

But  the  Spice  of  Strife,  when  it’s  Life  for  a Life,  soon 
chases  away  the  Fears  : 

There  isn’t  a pin  to  choose  within  the  range  of  the  Common 
Lot, 

If  you’ll  make  go,  or  else  let  go,  the  canker  of  Old  Dry  Rot ! 

NOT  strange  to  see  Musician’s  decree  a-dangling  over  the 
Road — 

Fudcolare, bright  and  faery , had  pricked  us  on  with  aGoad : 

TheFamily  Pot  is  piping  hot, and  the  camino  lifts  the  haze ; 

But  I thought  of  a Song  that  swung  us  along  on  our 
strenuous  Warlike  Ways. 


Piombino . 


MODRED'S  SHIELD 


Friend  Austreeko  had  a thirst  on  him,  so 
He  came  to  the  River  to  drink  ; 

It  chanced  to  be  night — had  it  been  light 
He  wouldn't  have  tarried  to  think  : 

In  went  the  bucket ; the  snow-water  struck  it, 
And  covered  it  up  to  the  brim  ; 

He  lifted  it  out,  then  turned  him  about — 

And  the  devil  was  after  him  ! 


Out  flashed  a Very  light  into  the  wary  night — 
Austreeko  stumbled  and  fell. 

The  bucket  lay  emptied  : “ Gott  straje.  ...  I've  tempted 
High  heaven  to  send  me  to  hell  ! " 

The  racket  resounded,  with  echoes  that  bounded 
From  foothills  to  ice-peaks  beyond. 

He  waited  and  listened  ; the  snow-water  glistened — 
Too  thirsty  was  he  to  abscond. 


The  process  repeated,  again  he  retreated  ; 

But  this  time  his  shadow  told  tales  : 

A rifleman  thrice,  a Lewis  Gun  twice, 

They  beat  on  that  bucket  like  flails. 

No  second  thoughts  here — friend  Austreeko's  fear 
Waxed  hotter  than  thirst  that  in-burnt — 

The  bucket  and  he  do  not  interest  me, 

For  think  what  Intelligence  learnt ! 
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The  sentry  reported,  a lance-jack  exhorted 
His  section-commander  to  tell 
The  sergeant  on  rounds  of  significant  sounds, 
A visiting  pipsqueak  as  well. 

Thus  Company  O.C.  in  A.B.  153 

Could  add  to  the  Adjutant's  lore— 
Thereafter  C.O.  would  let  Brigade  know 
And,  via  Division,  the  Corps. 

Friend  Austreeko  and  his  bucket  may  go 
To  Jerusalem  or  to  Vienna — 

He's  big  enough  fool  to  be  Fritz's  tame  tool, 
And  he'll  probably  land  in  Gehenna. 

But  this  is  the  joke  : the  C.-in-C.  spoke 
In  great  praise  of  the  work  of  the  Corps. 
Friend  Austreeko  has  a thirst  on  him,  so — 
Why,  damme,  we're  winning  the  War  ! 


F.  Piave. 


THE  BRIDGE  GUARD 


i 

I am  mate  of  a ship, 

A ship  of  stone  ; 

I have  taken  a trip, 

A trip  of  my  own  : 

I can  steer  her  true, 

The  long  night  through, 

By  the  stars. 

And  my  men  are  her  crew — 
Stout-hearted  each  one  ; 

There  was  duty  to  do, 

So  the  duty  was  done, 

Out  there  in  the  cold 
Where  Maid  Moon,  waxing  bold, 
Courted  Mars. 

In  the  fo 'castle-head 
Only  seven  men  lay ; 

They  lay  as  though  dead, 

But  were  as  quick  as  the  day — 

At  a Listening  Post, 

Forward  guard  to  a host 
At  their  rest. 

And  thrice  in  my  tour, 

My  trick  o'  the  wheel, 

As  an  hour  followed  hour 
To  the  bow  I would  steal, 

With  a word  of  good  cheer 
Whispered  low  in  the  ear 
As  was  best. 
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Then,  about,  to  the  Fort 

Where  our  Strong  Point  was — 
Look  ! a gun  at  each  port 
Which  the  sentinels  pass  : 

And  a challenging  cry 
And  the  curtest  reply, 

Then  “ AlPs  well ! ” 

Twas  a voyage  without  lights 
This  stone  ship  made 
As  far  as  keen  sights 
Could  peer  into  shade  ; 

And  there  on  the  shore 
Slept  many  men  more 
For  a spell. 


2 

I have  told  all  my  tale, 

The  tale  of  our  task 
Till  the  planets  turned  pale 
And  the  mist-laden  mask 
Of  the  dawn  fell  aside, 

As  new  morn  opened  wide 
The  great  gate. 

So  from  twilight  to  twilight 
(Stand-to  to  Stand-down ), 

We  toiled,  not  in  high  light 
To  win  us  renown  ; 

For  the  Bridge  was  to  hold, 
And  more  precious  than  gold 
Was  its  fate. 


THE  BRIDGE  GUARD 
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The  far  piers  lay  broken, 

And  shattered  and  scattered  : 

This  was  the  token 
That  Honour  still  mattered. 
Twould  be  easy  to  say, 

“ Ah,  let  us  away 
To  our  homes  ! ” 

But  the  River  still  flows 

From  its  source  near  the  skies  ; 

It  is  fed  by  the  snows 
Where  the  barriers  rise, 

Rise  almost  to  heaven.  . . . 

“ To  seven  times  seven, 

No  one  comes  ! ” 

And  there  in  the  dusk 
Salvation  is  brought — 

I can  see  the  thin  rusk 
Of  a puny  soul  wrought 
By  the  arrow  of  night, 

By  the  phantoms  of  sight, 
Into  might. 

She  is  engined  with  Hate, 

And  she  battles  with  Fear — 

This  Vessel  of  State 

That  by  compass  can  steer. 

O Loadstone  of  Light, 

O Spirit  of  Night, 

Guide  us  right  ! 

Ponte  Priula. 


D 


SNIPER'S  POST 


Night  is  ending, 

Lark  ascending 
Wins  the  daylight  back ; 
Dawnr  comes  breaking, 
Sun  awaking — 

Hark  ! a rifle's  crack : 


Sniper  sniping, 

Death  inciting — 

“ Take  those  weary  men  " 
Homeward  going, 

Never  slowing — 

Duty  done  again. 

Spirt  of  fire, 

Echoed  ire — 

Bullet  bedded  there. 
Tommy  stops, 

Bucket  drops ; 

Turns  towards  that  lair  : 


Crack-a-smack  ! 

“ Answer  back  ? 

Damn  the  lousy  swine  ! 
All  to-night 
Not  one  sight — 

Now  he  starts  his  shine ! " 


SNIPER’S  POST 
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Up,  the  weight — 

Steady  gait 
Sees  him  safely  in, 

Followed  by 
Cartridge-cry.  . . . 

Tommy  gives  a grin. 

Saffron — pink — 

Fade  and  shrink, 

Blazes  light  far  east  ; 
Tommy  outs, 

Stands  and  shouts  : 

“ Fritz,  you  b y beast  ! ” 

Osteria  Nuova. 


Sfc.*"*'- 


POWERS  THAT  BE 


Quoth  the  Corporal : 

Now,  I am  all  for  wonders 
And  glory  of  the  Lord, 

Who  hindered  us  from  crossing 
There,  over  at  the  ford, 

Where  I was  nearly  drownded 
Till  pulled  agen  inboard. 

By  then  I'd  seen  my  past  life 
A-trailing  in  the  mire— 

The  best  of  all  my  doings 
Unworthy  of  the  Fire, 

The  Fire  that  cleans  the  soul-case 
And  eats  away  desire. 

So  I said  to  God  in  my  blindness  : 

It's  up  to  You  to  see 
That  we  use  no  more  that  crossing — 
And  be-damned  to  Powers  that  Be  ! 
And  if  You'll  see  me  through  this, 

As  good  as  gold  I'll  be. 

Danged  ! if  I wasn't  detailed, 

Me  that  was  all  but  done  ; 

Wind-up  in  spite  of  my  prayer, 

For  the  chill  was  to  the  bone 
For  any  that  went  in  the  water, 

The  same  as  I had  gone. 
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But  there  comes  a break  in  the  weather — 
Just  hark  to  what  I say — 

And  for  yard  by  yard  the  River 
It  rises  that  waiting  day.  . . . 

And  the  Stunt  was  off,  for  the  crossing 
Was  finally  out  of  the  play. 

* They'll  tell  you  it  all  was  nothing 
But  what  could  be  answered  for 
By  the  fall  of  the  Rainy  Season 
And  the  opening  of  a door 
To  them  sluices  up  in  the  mountains 
When  the  snow-floods  downward  pour. 

They'll  say  that  Fritz  in  his  boldness 
Had  blown  in  a lake.  Not  he  ! 

They'll  say  I am  that  conceited, 

For  why  should  the  Lord  help  me  ? 

Why,  because  I had  braved  the  danger 
And  thought  of  the  others.  See  ? 


C.  Pastrolin  (N. ). 


WHITE  DOG 


S.  Andra. 


1 

Evensong  was  ending, 

A hymn  had  just  been  sung ; 

Our  hearts  were  nearly  breaking, 

Our  feelings  all  unstrung — 

When  Enter  White  Dog. 

He  heard  the  fifers  playing, 

He  listened  to  the  drum  ; 

He  saw  the  Padre  praying, 

Was  told  of  Kingdom  Come — 
Avanti,1  White  Dog  ! 

It  set  his  nerves  a-tingling, 

It  brought  the  big  round  tears  ; 

A yawn  and  howl  commingling 
Confirmed  our  graver  fears — 

Andate ,2  White  Dog  ! 

2 

Now,  Church  is  a parade, 

And  hymns  are  solemn  things  ; 

But  canine  friends  are  made 
By  whip  that  sometimes  stings 
Or  tickles , White  Dog  ! 

And  God  Who  made  us  both, 

And  knows  our  sorrows  quite, 

Was  surely  very  loth 
To  turn  you  out  to-night 
As  a bad  White  Dog  ! 

For  Humour  is  but  Pathos 
A-standing  on  her  head.  . . . 

I think  we  liked  the  bathos 
Who  might  so  soon  be  dead 
In  a stunt , White  Dog  ! 

1 Come.  2 Go. 
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Plenty  of  time  to  think  of  my  sins, 

Or  ever  the  dreadful  pageant  begins  ; 

But  why  should  I brood  on  a chequered  Past 
When  every  moment  may  be  my  last  ? 

O the  wild  rush  that  opens  the  show 
When  over  the  top  the  regiments  flow  ! 

And  O the  resonant  joy  around 
To  meet  at  last  the  foe  on  his  ground  ! 

Well  to  forestall  Gethsemane, 

For  then  no  terrors  are  left  to  me — 

And  He  Who  hands  me  so  bitter  a cup 
Will  give  me  strength  to  bear  it  up. 

But  O the  paling  streaks  in  the  east — 

To  the  wistful  eye  a constant  feast ! 

And  O the  stare  of  the  tired  Moon — 

Sinking  is  she,  and  setting  soon  ! 

2 

That  is  the  Present.  The  Future  ? Well, 

If  Heaven  be  reached  Twill  be  through  Hell. 
What's  gone,  with  all  its  worries  and  woes, 

Was  worth  the  cost  when  I wrongly  chose. 

O Understanding,  more  precious  than  gold — 
Though  weighed  in  scales,  nor  brought  nor  sold 
And  O good  metal  refined  by  fire — 

The  peace  that  follows  a righteous  ire  ! 
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What  I did,  I did  ; and  now  it  lies 

On  the  steps  of  a Throne  we  seek  in  the  skies. 

So,  to  the  proof  : no  wisdom  attained 
Was  ever  forthcoming  from  life  unstained. 

O Cross  of  Sorrows  lifted  high, 

With  its  load  of  blood-guilt  purged  thereby 
And  O the  Crown  of  Thorns  for  the  head — 
It  will  not  wither,  though  wearer  be  dead  ! 

3 

But  I am  alive,  and  itching  to  act  : 

This  is  the  time  for  facing  a fact — 

That  buried  beneath  the  welter  of  Hate 
Lies  Love  a-bleeding  for  her  mate. 

O good  sharp  steel  that  cleaves  to  the  bone, 
And  pays  the  price  for  evil  done  ! 

And  O keen  bullet  that  splits  the  skull ; 
Twin  weapons  of  War,  all  powerful ! 

It's  up  and  away,  while  Rose  of  Dawn 
Flushes  the  west  with  pink  and  fawn  : 

Ahead,  the  Valley  of  Shame — and  Fame  ; 
Behind,  tall  ice-caps  tipped  with  flame. 

But  O the  wild  rush  that  opens  the  show, 
When  over  the  top  the  regiments  flow  ! 

And  O the  resonant  joy  around 
To  meet  at  last  the  foe  on  his  ground  ! 


Villorba. 


SIR  KNIGHT 


England , that  they  came  to  thee , 

Saying  : “ A man-child  is  born  to  thee  ” 

Didst  thou  go  down  on  thy  bended  knee 
And  pray  for  thy  Soldier  Son  ? 

I saw  him  fully  dressed  for  the  fray 
In  all  he  would  wear  on  the  fateful  day 
When  he'd  rush  the  line  where  the  enemy  lay, 
Though  only  a youth  in  years. 

I marked  the  battle-light  in  his  eye, 

I heard  his  quiet  convincing  cry 
To  “ Are  you  ready,  then  ? ” — “ Ready  ? Ay 
O child  too  great  for  tears  ! 

Booted  and  belted  and  hatted  was  he — 
Sandbag  on  foot  and  one  for  the  knee, 

Tightly  tied  where  they  should  be 
To  keep  out  the  cruel  cold. 

Bayonet  and  rifle  bore  he  beside, 

Slung  on  the  shoulder  and  hung  at  the  side, 
With  wire-cutters  lest  he  might  bide 
In  the  range  of  a sniper's  fire. 

And  Gas  Alert  was  hitched  to  his  breast, 
Entrenching-helve  and  scabbard  ('twas  best) 
Strapped  to  the  leather  that  carried  the  rest 
Of  his  digging-kit  for  the  mire. 
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Bombs  in  his  pocket,  grenades  as  well, 

Helped  his  puny  proportions  to  swell ; 

Mother,  he  moved  as  a walking  hell 
For  any  he  might  engage  ! 

Flares  he  had  for  the  goal  when  reached 
And  the  contact-'bus  “ Where  are  you  ? ” screeched, 
With  a Very  light ; and  he  not  breeched 
When  I had  equalled  his  age  ! 

His  water-bottle  lay  filled  in  his  pack, 

His  rations  too  with  knife  to  hack  ; 

Oh,  the  bulk  of  his  gear  was  on  his  back — 

A shovel  for  good  o'  the  crowd. 

Of  S.A.A.  he  carried  a store 
In  bandolier  which  he  sometimes  wore, 

Eke  in  the  “ pooches  ” that  always  bore 
The  tally  of  rounds  allowed. 

Further,  quite  under  his  tunic  hidden 
A fleecy  jerkin  (as  he  was  bidden) 

Against  the  chill  that  could  only  be  ridden 
By  warmly  wrapping  up — 

This  he  might  shed  i’  the  heat  o'  the  sun, 

Though  it  seemed  to  me  that  such  a one 
Would  leave  little  else  for  the  greedy  Hun 
Save  a bukshi  bitter  cup  ! 

Up  he  stood,  in  his  shrapnel-tin 
With  windguard  hooked  to  the  point  of  his  chin ; 
But  what  I liked  best  was  the  joy  within 
The  cock  of  his  bright  blue  eye. 
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And  I said  to  myself  : Here  cometh  Sir  Knight, 
Who  will  not  turn  his  back  on  the  fight  ; 

Ah,  true,  he  travelleth  none  too  light — 

But  he  never  was  fashioned  to  fly  ! 

O Mother,  I wish  you  had  seen  him  there, 

So  keen  to  do,  but  keener  to  dare, 

And  in  a struggle  to  take  his  share — 

Nor  caring  when  or  how — 

Where  the  stoutest  might  feel  a qualm  of  heart  ; 
For  endurance  would  play  the  leading  part 
In  this  drama  of  duty,  to  finish  from  start 
A typical  English  show. 

Plumed  and  helmed,  accoutred  was  he — 

Cover  for  foot  and  cover  for  knee  ; 

Featly  fit,  as  it  used  to  be 
In  the  brave  days  of  old. 

So  weep  no  trickling  tears  for  such — 

They  are  mightily  signed  by  Christ's  own  touch  ; 
Who  loves  His  little  ones,  loves  them  much, 

And  stands  by  when  they  fall. 

Nothing  is  here  for  blank  dismay  ; 

Nothing  whatever  to  make  away — 

Only  the  need  for  such  as  they 
For  us  to  offer  their  all ! 

If  then  thou  didst  not  }twas  shame  to  thee , 

For  thy  dark  night  is  morn  to  thee  ; 

Down , get  down  on  thy  bended  knee , 

England , and  pray  for  thy  Son  ! 


Arcade. 


DURING  BOMBARDMENT 


Earth-born  and  earthy  is  Man  : no  call  for  derision  ; 

Out  of  such  weakness  comes  strength — and,  the  Spirit 
assisting, 

Finds  he  Imperfect  fulfilled  with  a warmth  and  a sweet- 
ness 

Lacking  to  Perfect. 

As  from  the  Moon's  fair  face  ever  a dark  half  is  hidden, 

We  who  abide  in  her  light  need  remember  that  draw- 
back, 

Specially  during  those  seasons  when  rays  we  are  used  to 
Fail  to  delight  us. 

Bootless  to  wax  somewhat  cynical  for  that  the  soldier 

Times  is  a navvy,  a woodman,  a drawer  of  water — 

While  he  shall  fight  for  a Cause  not  his  own,  and  with 
gladness 

Doing  his  duty. 

We,  who  so  proudly  in  gay  dress  of  Peace  Time  went 
prinking, 

Doff  all  our  smart  array — webbing  and  khaki  sufficing  ; 

Brasses  we  once  kept  bright  derelict  leave  we  unfurbished 
'Gainst  the  sun's  flashing. 

And,  'stead  of  Barracks,  a home-life  we  eke  out  in  ditches  ; 

These  we  revet  and  as  carefully  carpet  with  duckboards  : 

Yes,  'spite  of  soapings  and  washings  and  brushings,  re- 
main we 

Bone-gnawing  cave-men  ! 
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Learn  we  too,  suddenly,  how  deep  the  dormant  Old  Adam 
Lingers  in  natures  we  hopefully  thought  rid  of  evil ; 
Saying  it  was  not,  and  on  an  automaton's  progress 
Fondly  relying. 

Know  we  far  better  now  ; nothing  is  left  to  mischances — 
Even  the  quiet  night  subject  becomes  to  suspicion  : 

In  those  Back  Areas  parties  with  picks  and  with  shovels 
Always  are  digging. 

Also  our  pleasures  conform  to  Necessity's  standard — 
Though  we  be  charmed  to  excess  with  the  singing  and 
dances, 

These,  our  good  Jesters,1  when  off  (is  it,  on  ?)  duty  act  as 
Servants  to  Salvage. 

Fly  we  as  high  as  the  heavens'  blue  archway  above  us, 
Seeking  to  save  by  all  upward  and  onward  ideals — 
Dreamer  must  bow  to  the  Doer,  and  Doer  in  turn  to 
Sergeant-Instructor  ! 

Here  in  this  ruined  house,  modelled  and  painted  on 
stucco, 

Family  Tree  grows,  sad  emblem  of  uprooted  glory  : 
Cardinal,  Statesman,  but  Man-at-Arms — one  whose 
descendants 

Fashion  a pill-box  ! 

Berti  C.  T. 

1 The  Whizz-Bangs  Divisional  Concert  Party  (to  whom  all  thanks 
for  excellent  entertainment.) 


PHENOMENON 


V£ry  light,  Very  light,  what  have  you  seen  ? 

The  father  and  mother  of  hghts  that  have  been  ! 

Who  held  the  pistol  that  fired  so  far  ? 

He  made  the  comet  and  the  shooting-star. 

Where  fell  the  signal  on  ceasing  to  flare  ? 

Here,  they  say  ; there,  they  say  : they  say,  every- 
where ! 

Very  bright,  very  bright,  flashed  the  strange  ray  ? 
Bright  as  the  noontide  of  Midsummer  Day. 

And  shaped,  as  all  say,  in  the  form  of  a Spear  ? 
With  afterglow  shining  like  sound  in  the  ear. 

Then  what  do  you  make  of  it,  good  Monitor  ? 

Why,  Man  cowed  and  beaten ; and  God  wins  the 
War! 

Nerves  a. 


t>2 


PALINODE 


Blow , bugler , blow — 

graves  will  greener  grow  ; 

But  drums  must  thunder  through  the  street , 

Though  enemy  columns  come  dragging  their  feet 
And  olive-branches  show. 

Shoot , marksman , s/wo£, 

Lest  rape  be  born  of  loot : 

All  shining  armour  hath  its  joint, 

So  off  with  the  scabbard  and  on  with  the  point , 
m as  chance  shall  suit. 

Blast , gunner , 6/as^, 

For  thus  the  first  go  last  ; 

The  while  great  bombs  do  burst  around , 

Cathedrals  and  palaces  crash  to  the  ground 
As  tyrants  of  the  past. 

Die , traitor , 

^4  martyr's  crown  you  fain  would  wear  ? 

Then  nimbus  with  Judas  Iscariot  share , 
Black-lettered  by-and-by ! 

Knife  ! surgeon , knife  ! 

You  yet  may  save  the  life  ; 

And  Sister  she  shall  bathe  and  bind , 

Or  crueller  be  to  be  crueller-kind 
Until  the  end  of  strife. 
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Sing , soldier,  sing, 

And  make  the  welkin  ring  : 

Ij  right  be  might  then  fight  for  right  ; C, 

If  might  be  right  then  fight  for  might — 

By  the  Might  of  the  Right  we  can  finish  the  Fight, 

And — God  save  the  King  ! 

Pont  des  Perdus. 
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